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ing a jovial air and being excellently accompanied by
a piano. It came, this voice, from the upper window
of a villa, an oldish, slightly dilapidated but altogether
delightful villa that had the spring itself blossoming
in its courtyard. The jovial voice came rolling out
above the shining leaves and the blossom. Obviously
it belonged to a member of the Stadt Theater troupe,
who was practising next week's operetta. There is
nothing in all this, I admit; and yet, for a moment,
there was everything in it. I said to myself: I will
stay here for ever, for this is the town I have dreamt
about when I have awakened to find myself miserable
in my own world; I will wander along the Philoso-
phen Weg across the Neckar and watch the mists
above the Castle; I will eat my share of ragout of
calf and fillet of swine's flesh at the Ritter and drink
my Niersteiner and Goldberg at the Silver Harp; I
will sleep in a bed that has everything on top, and
will, if necessary, wear a comic hat and peer through
spectacles at Gothic newspapers; and no doubt many
pleasant things will be verboten; but here, in this
enchanting town of mists and wet lilac and learning
and operetta, I will stay. Probably I w^uld have been
bored in a fortnight, but nevertheless it was a great
moment, and I believe I shall remain in spirit an old
Heidelbergian.

The people are unusually pleasant, smiling, and
attentive, but of course they do not live up to their
town. Indeed, to be brutally frank, they are a plain
lot and might have been plucked out of the streets and